CHAPTER NINTH
The Season Reopens — I meet the Yellow Breeches and become a Utility Man — Mr. Murdock Escapes Fits and my " Luck " Proves to be Extra Work.
THE exuberance of my joy over the opening of the new season was somewhat modified by my close relations with a certain pair of knee-breeches — •Jid I wish to say right here that when Gail Hamilton leclared inanimate things were endowed with powers of nalice and general mischievousness, she was not exaggerating, but speaking strictly by the card.
Some men think her charge was made solely against ollar-buttons, whose conduct the world admits is detri-nental to good morals; but they are wrong; she in-luded many things in her charge. Consider the inno-ent-looking rocking-chair, for instance. When it strikes Iocs not the rocker always find your ankle-joint? In larkness or in' light did it ever miss that exact spot? sfever! And then how gently it will sway, while you ear and stamp, and, with briny eyes, say — well, things "ou should not say, things you would not say but for the nalice of an inanimate thing.
Perhaps the quickest way to win your sympathy is to ell you at once that those knee-breeches were made of rellow plush, bright yellow — I thought that would love you! There was a coat, too — yes, things can always be worse, you see; and when I was crowded into hat awful livery I felt "like hopping about in a search or hemp-seed, I looked so like an enormous canary that ad outgrown its cage.
Had Gail Hamilton known those breeches she would lave said; *' Here is total depravity ia yellow plush! "